THE RAPE OF L VCR EC E. 

B ut long fhee thinkes till he returne againe. 

And yet the dutious vafiall fcarce is gone, 

The wearie time fhee cannot entertaine, 

Fornow tis ftale to figh, to weepc, and grone, 

So woe hath wearied woe, mone tired mone, 

That fhee her plaints a little while doth Ray, 
Pawling for means to mourne fome newer way. 

cp- At laft fhee .cals to mind where hangs a peece 
Of skilfull painting, made for P r i a m s Troy, 
Before the which is drawn the power of Greece, 

For Helens rape,thcCittietodeftroy, 
Threatning cloud-kiffing I l l i o n with annoy, 
Which the conceipted Painter drew fo prowd, 
As Heauen (it fcenY $) to kiffe the turrets bow’d. 



A thoufand lamentable obieds there, 

In fcotne of Nature, Aftgaue liuelefle life, 

Many a dry drop feem’d a weeping teare, 

Shed for the flaughtred husband by the wife. 

The red bloud reek’d to Ihew the Painters ft rife, 

And dying eyes glecm’d forth their afhie lights, 

. : dying codes burnt out in tedious nights. 

There 


THE RAPE OFLVCRECE. 

There might you fee the labouring Pyoncr 
Begrim’d with fweat, and fmearedall with duft, 

And from the towres of Troy, there would appeare 
The verie eyes of men through loop-holes thruft, 
Gazing vppon the Gre ekes with little luft, 
Suchfweet obferuance inthisworkc was had, 
That one might fee thofe farre of eyes looke fad. 

In great commaunders, Grace, and Maieftie, 

Y ou might behold triumphing in their facesj 
In youth quick-bearing and dexteritie, 

And here and there the Painter interlaces 
Pale cowards marching on with trembling paces. 
Which hartlefle pealaunts did fb wel referable, 
That one would fvvear he faw them quake & treble. 

In Ar ax and VLrssEs,owhat Art 
OfPhifiognomy might one behold ! 

The face of eyther cypher’d ey thers heart, 

Their face, their manners moft exprcflie told, 

In A i ax eyes blunt rage and rigour rold. 

But the mild glance that {lie V l y s s e s lent. 
Shewed deepe regard and {railing gouernment.. 
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